‘Silverbacks at the Bar’ and ‘Pareschatology’ by France, Angela
This is a peer-reviewed, post-print (final draft post-refereeing) version of the following published document 
and is licensed under All Rights Reserved license:
France, Angela (2015) ‘Silverbacks at the Bar’ and ‘Pareschatology’. In: 
Salt on the Wind: Poetry in Response to Ruth Stone. Elephant's Footprint, 
North Somerset, 37 and-54. ISBN 978-0-9930515-2-4 
EPrint URI: http://eprints.glos.ac.uk/id/eprint/4184
Disclaimer 
The University of Gloucestershire has obtained warranties from all depositors as to their title in the material 
deposited and as to their right to deposit such material.  
The University of Gloucestershire makes no representation or warranties of commercial utility, title, or fitness 
for a particular purpose or any other warranty, express or implied in respect of any material deposited.  
The University of Gloucestershire makes no representation that the use of the materials will not infringe any 
patent, copyright, trademark or other property or proprietary rights.  
The University of Gloucestershire accepts no liability for any infringement of intellectual property rights in any 
material deposited but will remove such material from public view pending investigation in the event of an 
allegation of any such infringement. 
PLEASE SCROLL DOWN FOR TEXT.
France, A. (2015) ‘Silverbacks at the Bar’ and ‘Pareschatology’ (2 poems) in C. Cameron and H. 
Dewbery (eds.) Salt on the Wind: Poetry in Response to Ruth Stone North Somerset: 
Elephant’s Footprint Press, p.37 and p. 54. 
 
 
Pareschatology  
doctrine dealing with matters after death  
but before the end of the world 
 
Most of the dead don͛t brood  
on the manner of their leaving, 
they don͛t hate or lust; 
their lack of glands leaves them 
content to float in the aether, 
and drift like fallen leaves 
in the wind. They are curious 
about the passions of the living, 
watch for a while when intensity 
snags their attention but don͛t  
consider the way empty jackets 
hang, nor how it used to feel 
to have sensitive fingers. 
Time has no meaning for them, 
they don͛t get bored but slowly 
dissipate as the last vestige 
of will fades. 
                    The few who lived 
in anticipation of Judgment Day 
cling together, resist drifting, 
made uneasy by a feeling  
of something missing. 
         They don͛t know what. 
  
 Silverbacks at the Bar 
I look at their almost identical butts;  
their buddy hunched shoulders,  
‘uth Stone, ͚Male Gorillas͛ 
 
They defend the territory. 
Shoulders close gaps, signal  
a collective no. They growl 
and hoot at incursions, return  
to grooming and grunting. 
The waitress looks tired  
of serving them, bares her teeth 
at their jibes, makes it look 
like a smile. Needs the work. 
They lean in, slap and punch 
each other, sway apart and shout  
at the screen on the wall. 
Pay attention: watch the faces 
in the mirror, the tremble 
in the long glass. You͛ll hear 
the unvoiced cries: 
I doŶ’t kŶoǁ hoǁ to liǀe 
in this world 
I’ŵ lost 
 
